CHAPTER XII

THEIR VOICE IS HEARD

ONE evening last winter I was invited to discuss
Mother India with a few friends in a New York City
club. Upon my arrival I found to my surprise that a
regular meeting had been arranged, also that some
fifteen Indian students, mostly from the International
House,1 had been invited to attend. When I finishedmy
address almost every Hindu in the room sprang to his
feet signifying a desire to reply. The chairman gave
four of them five minutes each, and during that twenty
minutes I listened to many wild stories about India, as
well as about myself. The chairman kindly handled the
personal attacks, but as nobody in the audience except
our Indian friends professed any knowledge of the sub-
ject under discussion, I hardly expected support from
the floor. When, however, the fourth Hindu proclaimed
that no Untouchables exist in India, it was too much
for the patience of an Irish auditor, who succeeded in
securing the floor shortly after him.,

cTfiky do you come here to insult our intelligence by
telling us that Untouchables are unknown in your
country ?* he inquired in essence. 'Do you deny that
there are pariahs in India ? Why, man, I have always
known, and, I believe, most of this audience have
always known of their miserable existence !

'Miss Mayo may be the Saint Patrick of India,5 he
continued. 'She may be driving all the snakes out of

1 This is a partially self-supporting residential and social head-
quarters for students at Columbia University, New York City,
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